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Summary: 16-year old Elijah got the chance of a lifetime when he was 
accepted to the prestigious gaming college, "Game Over University". 
Three years later, he is among the highest ranking students, well on 
his way to graduation with top marks, but what exactly are they 
training for? 


1. Prolouge: Dreams 

Dreams. Portals to other worlds, gateways to other dimensions. Every 
night, all around the world, people lay their heads on their pillows 
to rest and escape from their own lives. Often times we use dreams as 
a way to remove suffering from our lives. You see it everyday, men 
and women overdosing on sleeping pills or drinking alcohol until they 
pass out. The power of sleep is intoxicating, a borderline drug that 
no government, cartel, or gang lord has control over. When all else 
is lost, no matter what you do to stop it, it always ends with an 
eternal sleep. 

However, dreams may yet hold a awesomely amazing secret. What would 
happen if dreams actually send you to different worlds every time you 
go to sleep? A amazing idea, but how would it work? If we could 
travel through dreams, why hasn't anyone figured out how? What would 
be necessary to take that form of travel? Perhaps the most 
tantalizing question of all would be how would you control where you 
would go every night, or worse yet, how would you get back? 


2 . Rude awakening 

I was flying. It might sound crazy, but I swear to god, I was flying. 
The cloud rushed by me, tinged orange by the setting sun behind me. 
Carefully, I stick my arm out, testing the wind rushing around me. 

The wind rushed around my arms, feeling pleasantly cool. Angling my 
hands upwards, I soon was soaring with the greatest of the clouds, 
thousands of feet above the ground. As I look down, I see cityscapes 
and massive rural fields flash through my vision. I look upwards. 



higher than the clouds, higher than the heavens. I imagine myself 
flying to the summit of Mount Olympus, kneeling before the Olympians, 
begging to join them. Just as I flex my arms to head upwards, I hear 
a mighty thunderclap and a flash of flash of lightning streaks 
downwards toward me. Like Icarus before me, I attempted to reach the 
gods and failed. But on my downwards spiral to my doom, more 
lightning struck and more thunder sounded. Again and again, I was 
hit. Boom! Crash! Boom! Crash! Boom! Crash! Over and over, the sounds 
and flashes repeated until it became so violent that I was thrown out 
of my bed. 

I stuck my legs out and landed on my feet. I got so dizzy from the 
sudden movement, I had to brace myself against the bed frame to keep 
myself from falling over. When it finally subsides, I look up to see 
my room mate and childhood friend, Blake, who likes to be called by 
his alter ego. Blade, looking at me with concern. 

"Arrow, you all right?", he asked. Me and him usually don't really 
worry about one of us being hurt, knowing each other from a young age 
and all, so when he asked me that, I knew he was seriously worried 
about me . 

"Blake, I'm fine. Just a stupid dream." I shake my head to clear my 
vision and walked over to the window. The sun had only just risen 
over the campus crows nest. "You can go back to sleep if you want. 
Classes don't start for a couple more hours." 

He puts on a excited face. "I may be a second year student now, but 
I'm still find these lessons amazing! I mean, who would have thought 
that video games actually had lessons for life in them?" He jumps off 
his bed and flexes his arms. "I think the physical part of it has 
actually given me much more upper body strength." 

I shake my head and cover my face with my hands. "God, I hope I 
didn't sound this green on my second year." He opens his mouth to 
yell at me, but I cut him off. "Well, if we're both wide awake, we 
might as well get dressed and take advantage of the time. Go put on 
your uniform and we'll head down to the game room before classes 
start . " 

He nods, runs into his closet and slams the door. If he seemed overly 
excited about getting dressed, you obviously have never heard of our 
school dress code. At Game Over University, we only have one rule 
about dress codes. You can wear whatever you want to, as long as 
there is no copyright problems. For example, if you wanted to dress 
up as a character from one of the (too) many Final Fantasy series 
games, you could not dress up as Sepharoth, Cloud Strife, or Yufi. 
However, If you wanted to wear the random pieces of armor, have spiky 
hair, and have a weapon so huge that no mortal could possible use it, 
knock your self out. 

I had gotten all of my uniform on and was ready to go when Blake 
comes clanking out of the closet. "Clanking" is accurate because he 
was dressed, head to toe, in black metal armor, with a huge black 
sword that had a eye near the hilt of it. This looked hilarious 
because Blake is only about half my size, so, to me, he looked more 
like a circus act than a warrior. "Let me guess. You trying to go for 
Nightmare, aren't you?" 


"Yup, what about you? What are you?" He walks around me, attempting 



to figure out who or what I am. "You can't go to class without a suit 
or something, can you?" He looks at me, his face pale at the thought 
of me having pulled a prank on him. 

"Yes, you can go to class normally, but most of the student have 
spent months on their uniform, so it highly likely that most of them 
will be wearing them. Odds are, I'm more likely to stick out than you 
are." He breaths a deep sigh of relief. He grabs his swords hilt and 
puts himself in a battle stance. "Want to go a round real quick? It 
might be better to fight you before I fight people out there." 

I look him up and down, trying to place what gear he had. The massive 
metal chest-plate will obviously give him a massive boost to Def, but 
depending on the material, he may have trouble trying to keep up with 
me. As for his sword, me and big blades never get along, so me and 
them usually go our separate ways. 

I smirk at him, saying, "I'd rather not right now, but if you really 
want to, I'm down for kicking you butt." Now I had really done it. 
Blake is kind of like a active volcano, nice, quiet and peaceful, but 
when he gets mad, he explodes. 

He threw the holographic duel disk at me so hard, I thought it would 
cut me. "Whoa, dude, calm down.", I said, "you might actually hurt 
someone with that." We both knew that this was virtually and 
physically impossible, but that just seemed to make him even angrier. 
He said, "Common, show me what you've got! Lets see if a big bad 
third years got what it takes!" At this point, I think he was just 
running on adrenaline. Maybe this would be a good thing. I mean, it's 
not everyday that Blake decides to challenge me. 

I shrug my shoulder, acting nonchalant. "Alright then, if your sure. 
But I do have one condition" Blake was beginning to calm, realizing 
what he had just done. "What condition?" I walk over and use my duel 
ring to accept the challenge. I look back at him with a evil 
grin . 

"I choose the stage." 


3. A new challenger approaches! 

The room dissolved into pixels, the walls of our room replaced with a 
deep dark black space of nothingness, and our floor crystallized, 
turning a brilliant sapphire-amethyst color and was spotted with 
mosaic pieces that resembled all the members of BRAVE WARRIORS. Casey 
with his fox ears was a electric yellow, Kira a somber purple. Drew a 
dazzling emerald, Nick a transparent crystal, David a calming amber, 
and Blake a mysterious black and red stone. All their faces ringed 
around the edge of the stage in their own circles, in a clock 
formation, encircling a large aquamarine gem rendering of myself in 
the center. As I took this all in, I noticed Blake's gaping at the 
arena, awestruck. 

I walk over to him and slap him on the back. His eyes suddenly focus 
and he looked at me with a vacant expression, like he had only just 
realized I was here too. "So, you like it? I had some of the tech lab 
guys help me and David build this." 


He looked at me like I was messing with him. "When did you get the 



free time to make all of this? Your classes last year kept you 
constantly busy, and I was with you when you had free time." I throw 
him a knowing look, which only served to make him angry again. 
"Remember all those times I fell asleep in classes? While my body was 
resting, my mind was like a kid on a play ground with this thing. I 
made the design, David did the color scheme, and the lab guys helped 
put it together" 

We stood there, admiring the artwork within the stage, for a good 
five minutes. I guess that five minutes was all she could 
take . 

"Will you two stop staring at jewels like maidens at a metalsmithes ? ! 
I thought we came here to fight, not to stare at sparkling rock" With 
this, Blake's sword flew up into the air and flashed a neon yellow. 

As it glowed, the swords shape changed from a blade to that of a 
human. When the light faded, the figure fell, and the next instant, 
there was a teenage girl dressed in medieval recruit armor standing 
atop a floored Blake. The girl starred daggers into me as Blake 
attempted to lift her off of him. 

"Will you please get off of me. Cal?". Instead of replying, the girl, 
still looking at me, crossed her arms, lifted her leg, and brought 
the heel of her foot down on the small of Blake's back. "No. If you 
want to get up, then lift me off of you." He struggles beneath her, 
and before long, he gives up. I had thought it had ended there, but 
of course, Blake had to go and say something to get himself smacked. 
"Sorry, I can't lift your bubble butt while your wearing that armor." 
While he laughed, I saw Cal, or whatever her name is, go a shade of 
pink that bordered on red. She got off of him, leaned down, grabbed 
Blake's armor, and in one swift movement, lifted him and threw him 
across half the stage. From one of her boots, she drew a dagger and 
advanced upon Blake. 

I love messing with Blake as much as the next guy, but I draw the 
line at killing him as a joke. I sneak up behind her as she raises 
the dagger above her head and tap her on the shoulder. She spins 
around, lashing at me with the blade. I grab her at the wrist, karate 
shop her elbow, making her drop the knife, and drop down in to a 
spinning leg sweep to knock her down. "That's how you disarm and 
disable you foes, you don't throw them around like rag dolls." She 
climbs to her feet and is about to jump at me when Blake grabs her by 
the shoulders. "Don't. He was just trying to help me. I'm sorry I 
said you had a bubble butt, because you don't, okay? It's just that 
I'm not strong enough to meet you standards and I got mad. I'm sorry, 
okay?" Blake look like he was on the verge of crying, which kind of 
made me uncomfortable, because in all my years of knowing him, Blake 
may have gotten upset but he never cried. I wanted to comfort him but 
I didn't know how. Luckily, Cal got misty-eyed and gave he a big hug. 
"It's okay. My temper got out of hand again, so it's my fault this 
happened." They stayed in that hug for a **long** time. 

I felt like a third wheel the entire time, and when it reached the 
height of discomfort, I coughed. They were startled back into the 
real world and back-stepped away from each other, blushing scarlet on 
their cheeks. Blake clears his throat and faces me. "Sorry I didn't 
introduce you guys sooner. Cal, this is SilverArrow. You know, the 
guy I talked about so much?" At this. Cal turned to me with a look of 
admiration and a hint of suspicion. "And Arrow, this is Caliburn, 
daughter of the lady of the lake, Vivian, and is the second strongest 



holy sword in the world, beaten only by her brother. We meet in a 
dungeon where her previous Meister died and after we had slain the 
boss, she decided that she would be my weapon." I give her a 
analyzing look, to which she averted looking at my eyes. I turn to 
Blake to ask him a question, but through the simulation, we heard the 
school wake up bell ringing. As one, me and Blake swipe down our 
menus, shout "Bye!" to Caliburn, and click the logout button. 


End 
f ile . 



